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PIETAS PANATICA 


O R 


THE DRIVELLERS, 


A BURLESQUE POEM. 


Charitably Jeon 
IN THEIR INTERVALS OF SENST, 
To the ſerious Conſideration of thoſe pious 
LE VM T mA 


Who blindly worſhip the Brazen Imacr 


They have lately ſet up in certain CHAPEL in 


BIRMINGHAM. 


1 * 


„ Fools that ye are, like HVael's Fools of yore, 


The Carr yourſelves have faſhion'd, ye adore; 
„ Bur let kind Reaſon once reſume her Reign, 


c This God will dwindle to a CALF again. 7 | 
| CHURCHILL. 


_ 


Sold by the Bookſellers 3 in Fieninglans, and the neigh- 


bouring Towns. 
(P RICE 8 IX-PE NCE.} 
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PIETAS FANATICA, 


* 


* 


O pleaſe the vulgar and unthinking erowd, 
| Are Maxx Anprews; and their tricks allowd; 
From town to town with winged ſpeed they run, 


o R 


The DRIVELLERS. 


To propagate their noſtrums and their fun; 


Their ſtands they take, her ſtandard Fol l x rears, 


And ſoon ſhe gains unnumber'd volunteers; 
When loud they raiſe the idiotic grin, 
The trumpets founded, and the iports begin. 


Ihe arch Jack Puppinc firſt with ſhrewd grimace, 


Whoſe brazen fro 
With ſenſeleſs jar 


nt Hibernia wou'd diſgrace, 


gon entertains the throng, 


And tells what feats he'll ſhew them ere'r_ be long. 


With pride elate the motley hero ſwells, _ 
And boaſts his fkill in witchcraft and in ſpell, 


Fd” 
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Fix'd with ſurprize the gaping boobies ſtand, 
„And ſwear he has the devil at command; 
Such wond'rous tricks no mortal man cou'd know, 
© Unleſs he'd dealings with the powers below.”— _ 
By wiles like theſe are thoughtlefs fools trepann'd, 


Who coculorum * cunning never ſcann'd : 
Who ſoon to ſuch ſly knaves become a prey, 
Nor tho” oft bilk'd, have ſenſe to keep away. 
Now while attention dwells on every ear, 
And to their brothers other fools draw near ; 
The lower myrmidons the ſignal take, 

And for their gambols preparation make. 
The tumbling apparatus is brought on, 

And antic pranks and geſtures are begun; 
The ſtage claſtic favours their deſign, 

While other apes are ſkipping on the line; 
With great agility their ſports purſue, 

And twiſt and turn their dext'rous pow'r to fhew. 
&* Ods Zouks! lis clanely done, the ruſtics cry, 
While ſtupid wonder ſpeaks in either eye; 
From ear to ear their hideous mouths extend, 
And clam'rous joy their noiſy throats diſtend. 
The grand impoitor here his wit employs, 
And to allure them ſhews rhe dazzling prize; 
The glittering, bauble he holds out to view, 
To tempt and cozen the unwary crew, 

Who to their leathern purſes now repair, 

And clouds of kerchiefs ride aloft in air. 5 


* A gant term uſed by the celebrated conjuror Jonas, and others, 
when, by legerdemain, they pick the pockets, and impoſe on the cre- 
dulity of their audience. | 
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Their empty pates the cred'lous numpſkulls ſcratch, 
And quick to Jove their pious pray'rs diſpatch, 
That he would ſmile propitious on their fate, 
And give ſucceſs to Dobbin, Dick, or Kate. 
At length, too late, the bubble is found out, 
And ſullen murmurs ſwell the rabble rout, 
Who now from folly's throne with rage retreat, 
Curling their luckleſs ſtars for this defeat.— | 
In vain doth reaſon point out better ways, | * 
Their marble fkulls are proof gainſt all ſhe ſays. 
With more than muliſh obſtinacy fraught, 
They nothing know—nor yet will they be taught; 
But will, in ſpite of all that can, be done, 


* Into deſtruction's whirlpool headlong runs 
| 80 ſpiritual quacks gild o'er the os pill, - 
* Io dupe the ignorant, and their pockets fill; | 4 


_ Their deadly drugs they coptouſly diſpenſe, 

To poiſon virtue, truth, and common ſenſe 
While o'er themſelves they. caſt the ſpecious veil, 
And from the credulous artfully conceal, 
Each wound, each bruiſe, each putrefied ſore, 
With which their noiſome frames are cover'd 6 er. 

But ſober reaſon can their wiles detect, 
And bring to light each moral, groſs defect, 
Can clearly prove what each impoſtor knows, 

| Diſeaſe from him originally flows z =_ 

That he the mind and body does impair, | SL 

With thoſe vile noſtrums which his hands prepare, | 
That fraud and cunning with infidious ſmile | | 

| TONE out the purpoſe of his ſecret guile. 


Ag. __ Warretetd 7 ] 
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WarrrizLp—of modern hypocrites the firſt, 


- And—while he liv'd—of all bad men the worſt, 


Who retail'd ſouls as grocers retail tea, | 
And gravely damn'd who came without a fee. 
He, like another PETER, kept the keys 

Of heaven's gate, to let in who might pleaſe ; 
But none admittance there could ger, but who 
Cou'd pay the porter, and moſt richly too. 
This glorious, godly trade, he long purſu'd, 
While to his ſtock exceſſive wealth accru'd. 
But ſoon his buſineſs was ſo much increas'd, 
He muſt employ a journeyman at leaſt , | 
Who being by a good example taught, 85 - 
His maſter's holy flame he quickly caught, be 

And tho? his zeal and diligence was great, N * 
His daily duty never was compleat.— | | 
At length old Gripus other ſervants hir'd, 

And told them theſe were qualities requir'd ; — 

A face of braſs, and tough Stentorian lungs, 

And like Bell-clappers hung muſt be their tongues, 
That as he only ſought celeſtial Fame, | 
Blackſmiths or Taylors were to him the ſame. — 
To theſe emiſſaries he gave the charge, | 
That they mult travel thro” the world at large 1 
Jo ſtrengthen, ſuccour, and ſupport the cauſe 
Of rank hypocriſy,—and deſpiſe the laws 

Of ſober reaſon, honeſty, and truth, 

For this alone his. deviliſh pride cou'd ſooth. 

The ſuppliant herd obey their demi-god, 

And rell” heir gs dependent on his nod. 


Lone 
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Long in this iſle did peace and virtue reign, 
And ſmiling nature gladder.'d every plain; 
But ſince the ſons of Belial have appear d, 

Truth and Religion are no more rever'd ; 
Falſhood and cunning theſe infernals teach, 
In what they practice, and in what they preach. 
Like that grim monſter * who in days of yore, 
Breath'd death and peſtilence at ev'ry door: 
So they infect the tranquil, ſocial life, 
And ſow the ſeeds of enmity and frife; 
From town to town the dire contagion ſpread, 
And ſtamp damnation on each faithleſs head, — 
Plac'd on a tub (like that ſo fam'd of old, 
Whoſe ſur ly lord deſpis'd the power of gold) 
With hands up'ifted and diſtorted face 
They bellow loudly for all-ſaving Grace: 
But all muſt know, howe'er they may declaim, 
That Gold—all-ſaving Gold's their only aim. — 
Thus do they plunder an unthinking tribe, 
And fell ſalvation for a paltry bribe; 
And thoſe who're able, but refuſe to give, 
They ſay, in hell eternally will live.— 
Long have theſe rav'ning wolves enjoy'd the ſpoils 
Of public diſcord and domeſtic broils: 
Long have they fatten'd on their impious trade, 
And gloried in the miſchiefs they have made: 
Nor town, nor village, but with ſhame muſt own, 
Theſe fiends have drove religion from her throne. — 
Throughout the ſtreets of Birmingham tis ſeen, 
Fell ae reigns a tyrant queen. 


* Allading to the Plague which ſwept away ſo many thouſands of 
| peopl e Thar 


ED þ 
That blindly loſt to 3 3 Siendiy ray, 
On F voy” s rocks are numbers caſt away. 


In all the phrenzy of fanatic rage, 
To ſcare our youth and petrify old age, 
Bearing Anathemas in either hand, 
To damn the people of this happy land, 
See bigot R—— comes, arm'd cap-a- pee, 
Like that fam'd hero of antiquity, 
Who ſallied forth the moſt redoubted knight 
And doughty windmills put to ſpeedy flight, 
Who foes and dangers valiantly defy'd, 
While faithful Sancho travelFd by his ſide. _ 
So Quixote R with tremendous roar, 


Proclaims, (what Whitfield has proclaim'd before), 


That his commiſſion iſſues from above; 

That he's the factor to imperial Jovx; 

That crowns and ſceptres he alone can give, 

And from damnation can the damn'd retrieve : 
That he the fiery bolts of vengeance bears, 

And Jove's omnipotence he jointly ſhares ; 
That devils tremble at his awful frown, 

And to their gloomy cells abaſh'd ſink downz 
That he the pow'rs of darkneſs can command, 


Nor hell, nor devils, can his wrath withſtand, — | 


« A my ſtery ſo made for private gain, 
© Thele pious harpies ever will maintain; 
Nor will enthuſiaſts willingly let anos 


What brings ſuch proſperous buſinets to their ſhop, 


«© While that pure, ſpotleſs ſaint, we R ait, 
bs Keeps up * ſpirit the HUMBUG SPIRITUAL.” 


* 
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Such ye deluded wretches is the man, 
Who never acted upon reaſon's plan; 
Whoſe dangerous tenets hurry you away, 
And o'er your paſſioßs gain tyrannic ſway, 
Who, while his doctrine down your throats is cram'd 
Cries, Truſt in me, or elſe you'll all be damn'd.— 
But true religion teacheth not this text, 
Nor is by craft, nor ſophiſtry perplext, 
She teacheth mildneſs, moderation, peace, 
And ſweet contentment ſheds o'er ev'ry face; 
To ſober reaſon ſhe commits her cauſe, 
Her honor, power, dignity and laws: 
Convinc'd that ſhe no ſordid motive knows, 


. But would make friends of all her angry foes.— 
* To het then bow, on her your A depends, 
4 * Her's are the means which lead to happy ends; 
hy her directed, virtue's paths purſue, = | 
| If reaſon's for you, God is for you too,” 


Say, ye who ſtill your faculties retain, 

Does not proud R rouſe your fierce diſdain: 

Does not his doctrine move your honeſt ſcorn, | 

Which tells you man is datnn'd, ere he is born; 

Does he not call your chearful feſtive hours, 

Off rings to Pluto, and th' infernal pow'rs; 

That each convivial ſong, or ſmart box mot, 

Is but the echo of the fiends below ; - 

That Bachanalian ſouls with parching thirſt, 

Will in hell flames eternally be curſt.— 

Hear, ye diſciples of the ro/y God, 

Your fate, when parted from this earthly clod, 
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Ye, who, at Gill's, your painted gills expand, 
While ſmiles the ſparkling cup in either hand; 
Your clay well moiſten, e' er you take your leave, 
Nor at the fatal parting ever grieve.  _ 
And ye who wiſh the purer draught to taſte, 
Who ſeek the Fountain with unwearied haſte z 
To ſip the fragrance of the juice divine 
And offer incenſe at great Baechus' ſhrine, 
Ye too mult go, not think the matter ſtrange, 
This living ſtream for Aeberon * exchange. 
And ye true votaries of fair Venus' charms, 
Who feel the thrillings of love's ſoft alarmg— 
| Indulge no more the tender Tete-a- Tete, 

You're doom'd to horror in the book of fate 
If you this wild fanatic can believe. 
Who plamly tells you-'tis a crime to live. 
He heaven's beſt gift, does wickedly pervert, 
By rendering life too grievous to ſupport. 
By making men, firſt deſtitute of hope, 
Then ſeek their afylam---the knife or rope ; 
While others, who'd gain Heaven ata leap, 
Explore the wonders of the mighty deep. 
That theſe are facts thoſe families can tell, : 
From whence a father, brother, huſband fell. 
Nor is the dreadful malady remov'd 
Which has a peſtilential grievance prov'd; 
Bur ſtill exiſts, and gathers daily ſtrength, TR 
And threatens to-o'erthrow the land at length. 
"Tis this the bond df ſocial love deſtroys, i 
And makes men odious in each others eyes; | 

* A river in Hell, the water of which is beyond deſcription nauſeous 
and voffengve, . | 
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This will miſtruſt - and jealouſy create, 
And former friendſhip turn to rancorous hate; 
This has the ties of blood and nature broke 
This taught the ſuicide the fatal ſtroke.— 
Such are the ills domeſtic peace ſuſtains, . 
Where vile hypocriſy in triumph reigns. | 
Such are the evils that. embitter life, 
And bring the greateſt curſe—inteſtine ſtrife, — }- 
So the ſtern tyrant of the barbarous north 
In ſtorms and tempeſts horridly ſtalks forth; 
Dire deſolation marks his dreary courſe 
Nor rocks, nor mountains can reſiſt his force; 
Dejected nature heaves the heart-felt ſigh 
While loſt in chaos all her beauties lie. 


If then ye mad, infatuated crew, 
Ye will this Ignis Fatuus purſue ; 
If ye deſpiſe the friendly Beacon's aid, | 
Which ſhews the rocks where others ſhipwreck made; 
If *tis as hard to turn you fam; youy courſe 
As to controul th*Smperuous torreſt's force; 
If reaſoning with you would as fruitleſs prove, 
« As to attempt the rugged Alps to move ;” 
If we as ſoon might waſh the Ethiope white, 
As to convince you we were in the right : 
Still ſhall benevolence each breaſt inſpire, 
To damp the fury of your mental fire; 
We will with pity view the fad remains 
Of godlike man, when plunder'd of his brains. 
ryey the ſacred ruins with a ſigh, 


1 he dire effects of boundleſs bigotry; 


1-30-73 
For tho you ſigns of idiotiſm wear * 
You ſtill demand our charity and care; ett tan i 
The laſt beſt office we for you can do Fe Aon SP 
Is to provide a houſe and nurſes too, 13 25 


No more to torture you with harſh N 
But in compaſſion ſend you to ST. LUKE g > 


* An Hoſpital i in London , for the reception of 4 Incurable Lonaicha 
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